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Mushroom Blue 


Author's Notes: 
This is my first attempt at Metallica fiction. Please be kind. Mad props go out to cobrasnaps who gave me the 


title, the plot idea and was awesome with holding my hand while writing this. This is based during the \‘Load\' 
Era, 96-Tish. 


The club is packed. It's heavy with people. Congested. Choking. 

Lars leans back, lets the cheap, slimy velvet of the couch he's sitting on touch his back. He doesn't remember 
how he got here or the name of the person who bought him. That person is sitting next to him now, passed 
out. There's a needle nestled cruelly in the crook of his left arm. 

What is that person's name? 


It doesn't matter. 


Lars laughs at himself; why was he worried? He's forgotten now. He looks from the electric blue glass in his 


right hand to the powder dusted mirror on the table in front of him, looks up at one of the huge video 
screens hanging from the ceiling above him. A woman, naked and blindfolded, is being whipped to the heavy beat 


of some German industrial band. It might be Rammstein, Lars isn't sure. 


The drummer awkwardly pulls himself to his feet, he needs another drink. He attempts to push his way 
through the crush of dance floor. Above him the image on the video screens changes to a large blinking blue 
eye, then to a latex gloved hand sliding a scalpel into flesh, then to an advertisement for ovens from the early 
[160's. The garish white teeth of the woman in the add make Lars feel uncomfortable for some reason and he 


stumbles. 


A wall of flesh meets him as he falls backwards and a hand comes out to steady him. Lars snaps around and 
has to crane his neck upwards to make out the face of the man behind him. If his mind was a little clearer, 
Lars might have been surprised to see Tommy Lee standing over him, but in his current state it makes 
perfect sense. Lars returns the wide smile plastered to Tommy's boyish face, tries to speak but is drowned 


out by the deafening thump of the music. 

Tommy throws his head back and laughs, gestures to the upper level of the club. Lars nods and follows. 
Upstairs it's quieter but they still have to lean in close to hear each other. The song changes from the 
German number to something from Marilyn Manson's early catalogue, the video screens flash images of love 
making and the Rwandan genocide cut together. 


"Didn't expect to run into you," Tommy yells hoarsely, "How long you been in New York?" 


Lars shrugs, dragging his eyes away from a machete sinking into the back of some desperate Rwandan, "A 


while. How ‘bout you?" 


"Just visiting. | got some friends here, you know" Tommy looks at Lars closely, cocks his head to one side, "You 


look good man. Haven't seen you in ages." 
"Yeah, you too," Lars replies, "How's your band doing?" 


For a moment the wide smile on Tommy's face shifts to a grimace, "Ok. We're gettin’ Vince back We're doin’ a 


big reunion with him. That's mainly why l'm here; had to get away from that shit, you know." 

Lars nods, momentarily unable to speak. His attention has been caught by the piercings through Tommy's 
ripples. Does he know that there's a bar through one and a ring through the other? Lars finds this immensely 
amusing and reaches up to tug at the ring. 

Tommy jerks slightly and shivers, "Hey! Watch it dude! Those are sensitive.” 


"Sorry," Lars snickers, "They don't match." 


"What doesn't match?" 


"Your nipples. One's a ring, one's a bar," Lars says and points to the offending jewellery. 
"Wha?" Tommy looks down, sees the problem, "Ugh! God damn." 


The smaller man laughs properly this time, shakes his head. The song changes again, a mechanical heart beat 


fills the air and Trent Reznor's smooth whisper flows over the top: 


"You let me violate you, 
You let me desecrate you, 
You let me penetrate you, 


You let me complicate you." 


Lars looks down from the upper level of the club to the dance floor. The people dancing are a shapeless orgy, 
they meld and blend into each other, he has trouble seeing where one person ends and another begins. Their 
bodies writhe and sync up perfectly when Reznor begins to cry out, wanting to feel the audience from the 


inside. 


Tommy taps him on the shoulder and hands him a test-tube full of neon pink liquid. When Lars' face shows 
confusion Tommy jerks his head backwards towards a rubber dressed girl handing them out from a tray. He 


has a neon blue one in his hand. 
Lars mouths an "Ah!" of understanding and downs the test-tube in one swallow. 
Trent's voice changes to a tortured scream: 


"You can have my isolation, 

You can have the hate that it brings, 
You can have my absence of faith, 
You can have my everything" 


Lars is leaning back against the safety rails and he notices that Tommy has one hand on either side of the 
smaller man's body, gripping the bars. The drummer is trapped by the spidery form above him, and the feeling 


of it causes a warm knot to form in Lars' stomach. 

"You do really look good, by the way," Tommy leans in closer so he can whisper in Lars' ear. 

Lars slides a hand over Tommy's lean stomach and twists it around his waist. His other hand comes up and 
tugs at the bar in one of the nipples. Tommy pushes himself closer to Lars, whispers more words into the 


other man's ear. Words that are lost as the song reaches its thumping crescendo: 


"l wanna fuck you like an animal, 


/ wanna feel you from the inside, 


/ wanna tuck you lke an animal" 


Tommy grabs Lars' hand, pulls him away from the rails. He leads him through the crowd to the very depths 


of the club, to one of a series of doors along the back wall. 


‘My whole existence is flawed, 
You get me closer to God" 


Inside the room Tommy has pulled Lars into the music is dulled but the bass still breaks through. The room is 
bare apart from a velvet couch, one that matches the one Lars was sitting on earlier, and a glass topped side 

table. Tommy turns Lars around to face him and they kiss, just once. 

The sex is hard and almost angry. Hands tug impatiently at belt buckles, grab fistfuls of sweat slick skin. When 
Tommy pushes Lars down onto the couch, the smaller man grabs him by the hair to bring him down with him. 
The seat proves too narrow for their purposes though, and eventually they give it up for the floor. Lars likes 

that, he can feel the bass vibrating through his spine from there. 

When it's over Tommy pulls away and pushes himself up from the floor to sit on the couch, breathing heavily. 
Silence settles in. Lars shifts on the carpet beneath him, the song has changed to a number with less bass and 
he can't feel the music anymore. It makes him realise that the floor is cold and the carpet is sticky. It smells 


like it hasn't been cleaned in some time. 


Tommy shifts on the couch, "Hey, we're heading out of this place soon. You wanna come to the next club with 


me?" 
Lars doesn't reply, his head rolls away so he looks at the door and not at Tommy. 
"| dort think so. 

"Oh," Tommy answers, a little disappointed, "you not feeling well? Its still early’ 


| have stuff to do tomorrow..band stuff. You know how it is. | have to get up early so." Lars lets his sentence 


drift off, hoping that the other drummer will get the hint. 
"Oh, Ok." 


Lars can hear Tommy stand, zip up his jeans, he walks over and offer's Lars a hand to stand up. Lars sighs, 


frustrated with the other man's persistence, but takes it anyway. 
"Well, | spose I'll see you around then?" Tommy asks. 


"Yeah. We'll probably run into each other." 


"Cool, cool. Well..Bye then" 


Tommy gives Lars a manly half-hug and waves as he leaves the little room. Lars breathes out a sigh of relief 


and sits back onto the couch. He suddenly feels a lightheaded, slightly nauseous. He wants to go home. 
It takes some time for Lars to find his way out of the club. When he finally does make it up to the street the 
cool night air helps to clear his head and he breathes deeply, it's only now that Lars realises he's shaking. 


When did that start? 


Up the street there's a phone box. He finds some quarters in his pocket and dials the only number he can 
think of, the only one he ever remembers at this time of night. The phone rings five times before it's picked 


up. 

"Hello?" Kirk never sounds groggy, even when Lars wakes him up. 

"Hey. Hts me." 

"Who else would it be?" There's a laugh from the other end of the line, "What's wrong Lars?" 
"| need to be picked up," Lars leans his head against the cool glass of the box. 

"Alright," Lars hears a light groan, a few sniffs, a cough, "Where are you?" 

"| don't know." 

"Well that's helpful. Can you see a street sign or something?" 


Lars looks around, sees nothing, "There are no street signs." Lars knows this isn't helpful so he speaks again: "I 
was at a club." 


"Ok, that's good. What's the club called?" 

"| don't know." 

"Jesus Christ, Man" 

‘lm sorry" 

‘Its Ok. Just.Alright, can you see what the name is, on the door or something?" 

Lars sticks his head out of the phone box and squints back down the street. He can see the door from here, 


its painted red with a crudely spray painted motif in the centre. There are no words on the door or above it 


which would offer Lars a clue as to his position The drummer starts to breathe a bit more heavily, cocaine 


fuelling his panic. 


“There isn't any name on the door. It's just a red door with a picture of a coffin on the front and this skeleton 


getting out of it" 


Kirk must have heard the terror bubbling in Lars‘ voice because his next words are soft and calming, "Hey, 


hey, don't get crazy on me, man. It's alright. Its all alright. Now, did you say there was a coffin on the front?" 
"Yeah, with a skeleton climbing out of it. Oh God, do you know it?" Lars pleads. 

"Yeah, | know that one. You're out the front of The Kasket. Shit man, how'd you get so far downtown?" 

"I don't know, Kirk! Are you coming? How far away are you?" 


"Yeah, I'm coming now, right now. Its a bit of a drive so just stay where you are, Ok. If you leave the street 


Ill never find you. Are you calling from a phone box or something?" 

"Yeah, from a box." 

“Alright, just stay right next to the box. I'll be there as soon as | can" 

The phone goes dead and Lars is alone. Terribly alone. The street is poorly lit and empty. Every noise rings loud 
and menacingly across the bitumen. Lars closes the phone booth door and sinks down onto the floor, squatting. 
He doesn't like the idea of leaving his glass sanctuary so he stays there, eyes wide and following the few people 
who leak out of the club while he waits. 

He's so busy watching a young couple stumble down the street away from him he doesn't see Kirk's car pull 
up or his friend get out and walk up to the phone box. A few sharp taps on the glass make Lars jump, he 
snaps up but breathes a sigh of relief when he sees Kirk's gentle face. 

"You came!" 

"Well, | couldn't just leave you to cower in a phone box all night, could |?" 

"No. No. You wouldn't do that." 


"Yeah," Kirk looks concerned, "C'mon, let's get you home. 


Kirk gently leads Lars to the car, opens the door for him, guides him in. As Kirk pulls away from the curb he 


switches the radio on, it plays some easy listening jazz. Lars stares out the window. 


"So how'd you end up at a place like the Kasket man? | didn't think it was really your scene, way outside your 


usual stops." 


"LI don't know" 

"Who bought you there?" 

"| cant remember," Lars shrugs, doesn't make eye contact 

Kirk falls into silence, concentrates on driving for a few minutes. He can't seem to let it go though. 
"The Kasket, its a different place. Lots of stuff happens there, man.lots of stuff" 


The implication was clear. Lars rested his head against the glass, the slight nausea he was feeling was getting 


stronger. He tries to focus on the jazz. 

"| just didn't think." 

"Stop the carl" Lars speaks suddenly. 

"What? Why?" 

"tml think.l'm gonna be sick." 

Kirk pulls over just in time. Lars rips open the door and leans out to empty the contents of his stomach over 
the pavement. He continues to retch for some time after he runs out of vomit, coughing up bile painfully for 
some minutes. 

He breathes in and out carefully after he's done, closes the car door and looks over at Kirk. 

"We can go now." 

"Ok, sure. You're in Soho right?" 

Lars thinks of his Soho apartment, thinks about how much it cost and how proud of it he was when he moved 
in. He loved its extravagant size, how trendy the area was. He'd spent months and countless thousands of 


dollars getting it refurbished and painted and decorated and now he couldn't think of a place he'd less like to be. 


"Can we go to your place? | don't want to go." Lars was about to say home but stopped himself, Soho wasn't 


home, "there." 


"No problem," Kirk gives a warm smile and squeezes his friend's shoulder, "It'll be like a sleepover, I'll make you 


pancakes in the morning." 


Lars manages a small smile in return and they ride in silence for the rest of the way. At Kirk's apartment he 


spends half an hour in the shower, washing himself over and over again. At the edges of his senses Lars can 
still smell Tommy on him, can feel the other man's sweat marking his skin When he finally begins to feel clean, 
Lars gets out and tries to fall asleep in the guest bedroom. It's a futile endeavour though, and eventually he 
gets up and pads into Kirk's room, slips under the sheets. 

Kirk opens one eye, raises an eyebrow at Lars. 

"What's up with you Tonight, man? You're acting weird, even for you." 

Lars sighs, he knows he'll have to tell Kirk eventually, for his own sanity as much as Kirk's curiosity. 

"| met someone back there, at the Coffin." 

"The Kasket," Kirk corrects. 


"Whatever, | met someone and..We had sex there." 


Kirk throws his hands up; Lars can see his slightly exasperated expression He can almost read Kirk's thoughts: 


"He woke me up because he had club sex?" 

"It wasn't just that! It was.someone we know" 

That gets Kirk's attention, "Really? Who?" 

Lars buries his face in the blankets, speaks softly, ‘It was Tommy. Tommy from Motley Crue 
There's silence for a moment, Lars hears Kirk inhale and then exhale slowly. Then: 

"Oh. My. God! 


"Don't make this any worse than it already is, man," Lars shifts away from Kirk on the bed, pulls the blankets 
closer around him, “Is it really that bad?" 


"No, no. [ts not THAT bad," Kirk replies, "It least it wasn't Mick Mars." 
‘lm gonna go back to my own bed if you keep on like that!" 

"Alright, fine. I'll be nice. Don't want to hurt your delicate sensibilities." 
There's silence again as Kirk lets this information sink in. 


"So is it true?" 


"Is what true?" Lars asks, immediately regretting speaking. 
"Is Tommy really hung like a fucking power drill?" 


"God Damn it, Kirk!" Lars lands a punch on Kirk's shoulder, "That's not cool. I'm going to sleep if you're going to 


be like this." 

"Well, it's a perfectly legitimate question" 

‘It's none of your fucking business, is what it is!" 

"Alright, alright. Jeez, we'll talk about it in the morning then if you're going to be all sore about it" 

"Good, | think that's best." 

"Goodnight Lars," Kirk says, wrapping an arm around the drummer's waist and settling in for sleep. 
"Goodnight Kirk." 

Lars closes his eyes; finally feeling relaxed enough to be able to shut down 

"Hey, Lars?" 

"What?" 

"You know I'm taking you to a Clinic tomorrow, right?" 

"Fuck you, Kirk" 

Lars sleeps, but not well. He dreams. He sees the skeleton from the front door of the club climbing out of its 
casket, dragging itself towards him on legs that hang behind it uselessly. Lars finds himself unable to move 
away from it, he's frozen in his spot as it crawls towards him. He wakes in a cold sweat, just before the 


skeleton's fingers reach his throat. 


He wakes up to the smell of pancakes wafting into Kirk's bedroom from the kitchen. He actually made pancakes! 
Lars lies still for a few moments, pushes the dream to the back of his mind and gets up. 


‘Morning sweet one" Kirk says, beaming at Lars from over his frypan. 
"You're making me breakfast?" 


"You look like you need it. How'd you sleep?" 


"Alright. Are those chocolate pancakes?" 


"They are indeed. Here you go." Kirk slides a plate of pancakes over to Lars. Lars eats quickly; he hasn't felt 
hungry like this in a long time. 


"So.." Kirk begins, pouring two glasses of orange juice, "about last night..." 
Lars sighs, "What do you want to know?" 
"Nothing like that! I'm just wondering..if you're Ok. About what happened? You seemed a bit shaken up." 


"Yeah." Lars responds vaguely, pushes his pancake around the plate, "I think | need to get out of New York for 


a while. Go back to San Francisco." 

"It was that bad, huh?" 

"Nah, | just need a bit of time away from here. Away from the scene." 

Kirk shrugs and slides a fresh pancake onto Lars plate, "If that's what you thirk's best." 

"Yeah, | do. It'll be good to see the James and Jason again anyway, catch up." 

RK 

Lars spends his first week back in San Francisco doing absolutely nothing. He eats, he sleeps, he takes no phone 
calls, doesn't answer the door. He occasionally takes calls from Kirk, just so he isn't declared missing. He wakes 
up on the Sunday one week after coming back and feels better than he has in years. It's the first time he's 
slept without dreaming since New York Lars feels so good he forgets he's in self imposed exile and actually 
answers the phone when it rings. 


"So you're alive, huh?" 


Lars instantly remembers why he put himself into exile; he's not ready to deal with James yet. Jason he could 


deal with, maybe, but James is too much too soon. 

"Hey James, how you been man?" 

"Me? Oh, I'm fine. Just great, really. I'm in a band now, have you heard of us? We're called Metallica. | think 
we're going places but my drummer never picks up the phone so it's probably going to fall apart. Have you 


seen him, by the way? Little guy, foreign sounding, never shuts up?" 


"You don't have to be a massive dick, you know." 


"| think | have a right to be a massive dick, Lars! | didn't run off to New York for six months and never call 
and then run back here and ignore everyone who tries to see to if I'm Ok! And then | don't answer the phone 
and say ‘Hey Lars, How you been man?" like nothing happenedl!" 

Lars sighs as James finishes his tirade, "Are you done?" 

"For now. Come over this afternoon" 

Its not a request. Lars half expects himself to fight it more but he gives in easily and agrees to be there at 
about two. He wanders about his house aimlessly until it's time to leave, a knot of anxiety growing in his 


stomach. 


When he gets to James’ house he knocks on the door but gets no answer. He knocks again, presses the bell, 


shifts his weight from foot to foot. Why is it never easy with James? 

"Hey!" comes the yell from the garage, "I'm in here, dick. The garage" 

Lars trots over to the garage and slips under the gap in the half open roller door. 

"Why didn't you have it open all the way? | would've seen you then’ 

"Hts too hot. Besides, you found me didn't you" 

Lars doesnt respond, "You got anything to drink around here?" 

"There's stuff in the fridge," James says, nodding in the direction of a fridge in the corner of the garage 
Lars goes over and pulls himself out a beer, that's all there is anyway. By the time he gets back James has 
rolled himself under the car he's working on. Lars sits himself down on the cool cement, drinks his beer and 
pokes at the greasy tool box next to James’ long legs. 

"So, what brings you back here, man? | thought you were having the time of your life in New York" 

"What made you think that?" 


"Well, you were clearly too busy to call, weren't you?" 


Lars rolls his eyes, passive aggressive doesn't suit James. He picks up some sort of wrench and taps it against 


the side of the box, enjoys the weight of it in his hand. 
"Well?" James tries again. 


"Well what?" 


"Why did you come back?" 

"| just got tired of it” 

"Why?" 

Lars snaps, drops the wrench, "I don't know, | just got tired of it. | got bored" 

"But you said you got bored here too. You just get bored everywhere, do you?" 

"No. Argh, why do you have to make everything difficult?" 

"lm not making things difficult! You're the one acting like a bitch just ‘cause | asked you a question” 
‘lm not! You're acting like a fucking dick. | didn't come here to be interrogated" 


Lars gets up, gives the tool box a particularly childish kick and storms out the garage. He's halfway down the 
driveway before James catches up and grabs him by the shoulder. 


"Hey, hey. Don't be like that man" 
Lars huffs and crosses his arms, won't look at James. 


"| just want to know what's wrong with you. First you disappear for six months, you don't call, | only ever hear 


about you from Kirk, then you come back and you don't talk to anyone. l'm just..you know..we're worried about 


you." 


"Hmph. Well that's doesn't mean you can be a complete bastard about it" Lars tries to stay mad but his 


resistance is crumbling. 
"Yeah | know. That was shitty of me." 


Lars takes James’ words as an apology, it's as close as he's likely to get. He still doesn't move back to the 
garage though, not yet. 


"So, will you at least tell me what made you come back?" 
"Well, it certainly wasn't me missing your charm!" Lars sniffs. He shifts, looks down at his feet. Now he knows 
why James orchestrated their little conversation with one party under a car, these things are so much easier 


when you don't have to look the other person in the face. 


"But if you must know," God, this is difficult, "I slept with someone there..and it.it wasn't good." 


"Fuck," James' eyes go wide, "Were you raped or something?!" 
"NO! For God's sake, no. Christ, you're fucking morbid, you know that. Nothing like that.” 
"Well then, what's the big deal?" 


"It was..more the person | spelt with, than the sex itself." Lars lets the sentence die off. He hopes, prays, that 
James will let it die. 


"Who was it then?" 

No such luck. 

"It was," Lars drops his head further, mumbles into his chest, "Tommy Lee." 
"Who? | didn't catch that." 


‘It was Tommy Lee. From Motley Crue. The band we hate. The band we used to pick fights with. You may know 
him: Tall, skinny, heavily tattooed, hung like a fucking power drill!" 


| didn't need to know that last part, man. Seriously.” 


"Yeah, well, now you do!" Lars says and drops silent, waiting for the inevitable chewing out that James is going 


to give him over this. 
"Is that it?" 


"What?" Lars can hardly believe his ears. No ‘You've disgraced yourself and the band! No ‘How could you do 
that? No look of disgust even? Lars is almost disappointed. 


"Is that all you're upset about? That you had sex with Tommy? ls that seriously all it is?" 
"Well, yeah." 


Lars almost feels worse with this, he's been robbed of his well deserved thrashing. He isn't quite sure why 
this makes him feel so upset. A small, niggling part of his mind begins to wonder if he wants James to get 
mad. Wonders what that would prove? Would that show that James missed him perhaps more than either of 


them was willing to admit? 


Lars can't deal with that just yet. He can't just come out from the past few months, emotionally raw and 
fragile, and dive into a whole other minefield neither of them was ready for. He couldn't handle it, the band 
couldn't handle it for that matter. 


'Heyl" James said, tapping Lars on the head, "You still in there?" 

"What? Oh, yeah. Sorry: 

"So that's seriously it? You're all twisted up because you fucked Tommy Lee?" 
"Well, you make it sound stupid when you say it like that" 


James snorts, "That's because it is. Don't worry me like that again dick, | thought it was something actually, 
you know, bad. Like you were addicted to heroin or the Mob was after you for gambling debts or something." 


"Yeah, well it's nothing that dramatic. I'm sorry | disappointed you." 


"You should be! | had a whole little speech ready for your intervention and everything. | was gonna have it 
here at the house!" 


James smiles down at Lars and even though he still feels he should be mad, Lars smiles back What James 
does next surprises Lars: he grabs the smaller man and pulls him against his body into an almost crushing 
hug. 


"Don't you ever fucking scare me like that again, you little shithead" Is there a slight waver in James's voice? 


They hold onto each other for some time. Lars’ face is pressed up against James’ overalls. He smells of fabric 


softener and engine grease. Lars likes it, it's almost..wholesome. 

When James lets go he turns around and sniffs a few times. Then he turns to Lars and smiles, 

"C'mon, let's get out of this fucking heat. I'll show you what I've done to the car since you've been gone." 
"But it looks exactly the same as the last time | saw it!" 

"That's ‘cause you aren't looking hard enough. Come on" 


James drapes an arm over Lars' shoulders as they walk up the drive. The he seems to think of something and 


looks down at his friend: 
"Hey Dude, you know..about that Tommy thing. Have you been to a Clinic about that?" 


Lars punches, James laughs. 


